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Well. Maybe Not 


Author's Notes: 


UNFORTUNATELY (or fortunately for me, anyways) THIS FIC ISN'T KINKY! | think I'd prefer it not be kinky 
anyways, tbh. 


| think Chris and Tommy went a bit.overboard with the decorations on the bus this year. Way overboard, 
actually. There's garland everywhere, fucking bows on Pär's bunk. There's even lights in the bathroom. In the 
fucking Bathroom! | think, when you're taking a shit, looking at pretty and flashy lights are the least of your 


worries. 


They have a little mistletoe hanging over the entryway to the bunks. That would be fine, if it wasn't hanging 
right over the bunks. 


Where we're all basically naked. 


And we're forced to awkwardly kiss one another every time we go under the fucking doorway. 


Hannes gets it. He hates celebrating Christmas, too. Even thinking about it angers him a bit. He shares the 
same feelings about the rules of hanging up Christmas decorations before December loth. Maybe sometime | 


can convince him to come with me to tear down decorations before the lbth. 


Par's the opposite of me. He loves Christmas. Like, he loves it to death. As soon as Thanksgiving ends, he's 
right on board with wearing Santa hats and running around decorating doorways with lights and mistletoe. You 
should see his bunk There are Christmas lights hanging up above his bed. 


They're just there. 
Out in the open. 


| can't fucking stand to look at them unless he's asleep under them. He just looks so peaceful when he sleeps. 


He doesn't make a sound, doesn’t snore or talk Just lays there, asleep. 
Of course, the same kinda goes for Chris... 


Okay. | was wrong. No it doesn't. He's like a damn beast when he sleeps. He's always fucking tossing and turning, 
and he snores and he talks and..Jesus. 


One one side of the hall we have Tinker Bell and on the other we have the Abominable fucking Snowman. Sounds 


like fun, doesn't it? 


Well, today is barely the 8th of December. | didn't feel like | was in a Grinch-type mood and | think it's all 
because of Par's excitement for snow. This morning it snowed and he began freaking out and waking everybody 


up. | would've sworn Jamie was about to slap him to get him to calm down. 


He woke me up first, tapping on my arm and bouncing a little bit. | could barely see him when | looked over the 
edge of my bunk. "What is it now, Par? Did you see a fucking snowman come to life or something?" | asked him. 
| could tell my voice made his mood go down, because he stopped bouncing and then looked out at the front of 


the bus. "No.it snowed last night. Like, it snowed a lot. It still is, too." 


| almost fell out of my bunk and crushed Par. | ran to the front of the bus, basically naked, and | looked out 


the curtains that covered the drivers seat. 


It did snow. It snowed a shit ton. | could barely see the wheels on a nearby bus. That's how much it snowed. 
Meaning, while Hannes and | were stuck in our misery, Chris, Tommy and Par were having the times of their 
lives. | grumbled, then turned around and ran right into Par. "Sorry, Par..'m going back to bed. I'm so, so tired." 


| mumbled. He turned back where | was headed and began waking up Tommy and Chris. 


| was able to sleep peacefully for about two hours until | was awakened by Christmas music. The god damn 


Christmas music. If there was one thing | hated more than Christmas itself, it was fucking Christmas music. 


| sat up and looked around the corner of my bunk and saw all four of my bandmates, three of them basking in 


the glory of the Christmas spirit and the other covering his ears with the pillow from his bunk. 


Par spotted me and walked up, looking up at me. "Come down here and join us!" He said happily. | looked out at 
the group and sighed. "Pär. still need sleep.'m so tired..if you guys do anything tonight, I'll be sure to join you, 
but for now | just need sleep." | said to him. 


He sighed, nodded, then walked back to the group again. 


An hour later, | felt Par crawl into the bunk at my feet, then | felt him crawl up to my upper body. Midway 
through him getting comfortable, | could feel him struggling against the blanket, then finally he stopped 
thrashing. | pretended to be asleep. He pressed his back up against my chest and then he grabbed my arm and 
put it on his waist. 


| could feel my face getting hot again. And we stayed like that for another b hours until Chris woke the both 
of us up with his yelling. 


"We're gonna play "Never Have | Ever" because Jamie bought a few bottles of vodka and packs of beer while 
he was out getting more food. Wanna come play with us?" He asked us. Thank god he couldn't see how red my 
face was. | nodded. "Okay. Come out here when you're ready." He told us. 

| got out of my bunk and | saw that Hannes was already dead drunk, probably because the questions were all 
related to Christmas. "Jocke, Par, get shot glasses and fill them." Tommy demanded. | didn't even have time to 
put actual pants on, just my boxers and the blanket off my bed. | did what he told me to and we began. 

The questions flew by like missiles until we all got to one question, asked by Tommy. "Never have | ever kissed 
under a mistletoe." Everyone took a shot but me. Chris stared at me as if | were alien, then gathered Par and 


Tommy into a huddle. | had no clue what they were talking about until they shoved Par in front of me and | 
saw the biggest, reddest blush on his face. 


They didn't. 


Chris pushed us to the bunk entryway and we both looked up to see that the mistletoe was still there. Now | 
was blushing. | looked back at Chris and glared at him until Par pulled me down quickly and kissed me. 


It wasn't one of those pussy pecks, either. It was an actual kiss. 
When | realized what was happening, | kissed back and heard Chris and Tommy both giggling like schoolkids. 


Par smiled when the kiss stopped and he hugged me tightly, making even Hannes laugh. 


| think that was my turning point. | don't hate Christmas as bad now. 


But that doesn't mean | like it still. 


